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The Feet of Angels Bright
npuR sun descending in the west,
1    The evening star does shine ;
Tlic4 birds arc silent in their nest,,
And I must seek for mine.
Farewell green fields and happy grove,
Where flocks have ta*en delight.
Where iambs have nibbled, silent move
The feet of angels bright.
They look in every thoughtless nest
Where birds are covered warm ;
They visit eaves of every beast.
To keep them all from harm,
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r~po $ee a world in a grain of sand,
I And a heaven, in a wild flower ;
Hold infinity in the palm of your hand,
And eternity in an hour.
A Ho bin Ked breast in a cage
Puts all Heaven in a rage.
A dog starved at his master's gate
Predicts the ruin of the State.
Each outcry of the hunted hare
A fibre from the brain doth tear,
A skylark wounded on the wing
Doth make a cherub cease to sing.
He who shall hurt a little wren
Shall never be beloved by men.
Ke who the ox to wrath has moved
Shall never be by woman loved.
Kill not the moth nor butterfly,
For the last judgment draweth nigh.
When gold and gems adorn the plough.
To peaceful arts shall Envy bow.
The poor man's farthing is worth more
Than all the gold on Afric's shore,
A truth that's told with bad intent
Beats all the lies you can. invent.
He who doubts from what he sees
Will ne'er believe, do what you please*
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